Mystics from Moon 


A journey through space 


SATYAM TALES 2 


Satyam Tales 


(Commenced on the occasion of World Yoga Convention & Day Golden Jubilee, 2013 


Mystics from Moon is the second in the series of Satyam Tales depicting the 
life and teachings of our guru, Sri Swami Satyananda Saraswati. Through the 
medium of these simple narratives, we hear the voice of Sri Swamiji inspiring all, 
irrespective of age. 


This futuristic tale of three swamis on a voyage from the moon to the earth, 
epitomizes the seeker’s search for his roots, for therein lie the answers to most 
of life's travails and tribulations. The lunar civilization may have advanced 
physically and psychically, but its biggest travail is the inability to fully develop its 
anahata chakra and the qualities of the heart. For that, it must learn to weed out 
selfishness and be ready to sacrifice completely for the sake of others. 


This story is a delightful read for children, adults and old alike. It is an invaluable 
message for those engaged in the world and for those seeking the spirit. This 
journey is your journey, these challenges are your challenges, and this victory is 
your victory. It is a story that will touch your heart, give you joy, hope, conviction 
and, above all, faith. Yes, you too can unravel the knots that tie you down. 


—Editor 


© Bihar School of Yoga 2013 


Published by Yoga Publications Trust 
First edition 2013 
Reprinted 2018 


Printed at Aegean Offset Printers, Greater Noida 


Please note: 
This collection of Satyam Tales is dedicated to our masters, Sri Swami Sivananda Saraswati and Sri 
Swami Satyananda Saraswati, and is the vehicle to bring their spiritual and yogic teachings in an 
understandable and applicable form into the lives of individuals throughout the world. 
Satyam Tales will be exclusively published by Yoga Publications Trust to ensure the accuracy and 
correctness of the teachings and the context in which they are being presented. 
Satyam Tales is a loving offering to all the children and the future generations of the world to remind 
them of their true nature and inspire them to explore and enhance their own potential. 
We invite all aspirants to share these tales with your group and if you have some tales of your 
own, we request you to contribute as well. You can also publish these tales in your own language, 
fulfilling the conditions of YPT, for which you may contact: 


Yoga Publications Trust, Ganga Darshan, Fort, Munger, Bihar, India 811201 
Tel: +91-6344 222430, Fax: +91-6344 220169 


Mystics from Moon 


“9...8...7...” the synthetic voice boomed aloud the 
countdown to the impending shuttle launch, perhaps the 
most significant of all space missions since the colonization 
of the moon. 

Three astronauts aboard the space-shuttle Kham waited 
with bated breath for the first shock of the acceleration that 
would jettison them beyond the confining barriers of lunar 
gravity. Chandrashekhar, the mission commander, surveyed 


his crewmates — co-pilot-cum-navigator, Somavatsam, and 
communications-cum-mission specialist, Shashishakti. 
Somavatsam looked a bit tense while Shashishakti had a 
big smile on her face. The three astronauts had only one 
thing in common — they were all swamis of the Saraswati 
tradition. 

“6...5...4... Computing and navigation systems 
up and running. Please standby for launch,” the automated 
voice droned on. It would take about ten hours to reach their 
destination, planet earth. Earth, the bluish-white ball that 
one could see in all its splendour on full earth days. Earth, 
the source of all life and legend on the moon... 

“3...2...” the metallic voice had acquired an almost 
human element of excited expectancy, “... 1... Ignition!” 
The twin pranatronic shuttle engines roared to life and 
gently lifted the shuttle away from the receding arms of the 
gantry. 

“We have a smooth lift off, folks. I need a status update,” 
commanded Chandrashekhar. 

“Gyros indicate we're on course, Commander. I'll switch 
over to manual as soon as we reach escape velocity,” chirped 
Somavatsam. 


"Communications solid, Commander. Just got a buzz 
from the protector-general of the planet, His Moonliness 
Luna Mazda, wishing us safety and success in our mission,” 
said Shashishakti. 

“Great! And you two can skip the formality and call me 
Chandra,” quipped the owner of the name. 

“Aye aye, Captain,” Shashishakti acknowledged and 
then added, “By the way, Id like to know your personal 
assessment of our chances of success. I mean, being the 
mission specialist, I know our goal is to search for human life 
on planet earth and, if none exists, find out the reason for 
its sudden extinction at the time of the Catastrophe,” here 
she paused for a second, made a sign of the hexagram over 
her heart and continued, “but frankly I don’t know what to 
expect up there.” 

Chandra retorted with a seemingly trivial and unrelated 
question, “What year is it, Saumyashakti?” 

“AC 108. And if you don’t mind, the name is 
Shashishakti,” she said, a bit peeved. 

“Sorry about the name,” Chandra apologized “and what 
does the AC stand for, Shashisakhi?” ‘Not again,’ thought 
Chandra, as soon as he made the second mispronunciation 


in quick succession, ‘that darned tongue-twister of a name.’ 
But it was too late. 

"After Catastrophe’, everyone knows that,” exclaimed 
Shashishakti, and then added icily, “except perhaps people 
who can’t even say names properly. You can call me Shashi if 
that’s easier for you.” 

Chandra pretended to ignore the barb, “And what do you 
understand by the Catastrophe, Shashi?” This time it was 
Chandra’s turn to make the sign of the pious hexagram. 

“An event that happened a hundred and eight solar years 
ago on planet earth. No one knows for sure what it was, 
except that all communication and travel from earth abruptly 
stopped, leading to speculation that an event of catastrophic 
proportions had completely wiped out life from our mother 
planet.” 

“Right Shashi,” said Chandra and, turning to his 
rather silent co-pilot, asked, “What was life like before the 
Catastrophe, Somavatsam? As a matter of fact, how did life 
reach the moon in the first place?” 

Somavatsam didn’t answer immediately. The shuttle, 
Kham, was on the fringes of lunar gravity and he needed to 
perform some fine manoeuvering to get the maximum out 
of the gravitational slingshot that would propel them towards 
planet earth. 

“Uh oh! Before the Catastrophe did you say? Wouldn’t 
know much about that. They only teach elementary history 
at the Aerospace Academy. And history starts from AC 0 
anyway. Never got a chance to take a legends course. I wish 
I had studied them though . . .” muttered Somavatsam 
wistfully, easing off the throttle. It had been a manoeuvre 
straight from the textbooks and Kham was now hurtling 
straight towards destination earth at more than 100,000 
kilometres per hour. 

Chandra mused for a second about the interweaving of 
history and legend. Then, glancing at his watch, he realized 
they had spare time to kill. Somavatsam could do with a 
crash course on lunar history and legend. 


4 


Chandra cleared his 
throat and began to speak, 
“Tt all started with the Apollo 
missions, Apollo XI being 
the first manned mission 
to reach Moon from planet 
earth and...” 

“Wait, wait!” Somavatsam 
broke in rather excitedly, 
remembering a fact learnt at 
elementary school, “Wasn’t 
that some strong-armed 
fellow on Apollo XI, who 
took the first step on Moon : 
and of whom we sing in our hymn to the guardian deities of 
Planet Luna?” 

“That’s correct Somavatsam, although after those first 
few years of lunar landings, they petered off for a while. It 
wasn’t until fifty or so years later that the colonization of the 
moon began in right earnest. Oddly enough, it was led by 
a sect of monastics, the Saraswatis, the order to which we 
ourselves belong!” 

“Firstly, one couldn't find a more secluded and isolated 
place for yogic sadhana than the moon. Secondly, and 
perhaps more importantly, the vastly reduced gravity of the 
moon, both physical as well as metaphysical, greatly aids the 
ascent of the mystical energy, kundalim, in the spine of the 
yogic practitioner. And last but not least, our tutelary deity, 
Katyayani, happens to have an abode on Moon itself. . .” 
explained Chandra. 

Chandra's last remark reminded Shashi of one of the 
thousand names of Katyayani that all the swamis of their 
order chanted as part of their daily morning havan. That 
name, Chandramandalamadhyastha, brought a wistful smile to 
her face for some unknown reason ... 

“Mission Moon,” Chandra continued, “was the grand 
vision of Swami Satyananda Saraswati, the paramguru of our 
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order, who was the first to 
think and plan along these 
lines. The first yoga ashram 
based on these founding 
principles was established 
by his successor, Swami 
Niranjanananda Saraswati, 
on the Sea of Serenity. 
Where the honey is, there 
the bees shall come. And 
boy! Did the bees come! The 
trickle soon became a flow, 
which turned into a torrent. 
In the meantime, the yogic 
practitioners at the Sea of Serenity ashram had been making 
rapid progress. They managed to raise the mystical energy 
up to the second spinal chakra.” 

“Swadhisthana, the chakra of the water element,” chirped 
in Shashishakti. 

“T can see that you have taken your Chakras 101 course 
at the Yoga Academy seriously,” said Chandra, somewhat 
patronizingly, and then asked, “Can either one of you tell me 
the overarching principle that is the very foundation of our 
lunar civilization?” 

“Yatha pinde tatha brahmande,” blurted both of them 
almost in unison. It was like a mantra at the Yoga Academy. 

“Indeed! What is true for the atom is also true for the 
cosmos. Whatever is in the person is in the planet as well. 
With the ascent of the energy to the second chakra came 
the ability to work the water element — initially at a personal 
level and later at the planetary level. The subsequent 
widespread availability of water broke the single biggest 
barrier to large-scale lunar immigration, for the planet 
had been dependent upon expensive hydration plants and 
weekly water-carrying shuttles from earth till then. Second 
level adepts soon succeeded in raising the energy to the third 
level chakra as well.” 


“You mean manipura, the 
fiery chakra at the navel,” 
interjected Somavatsam. 

“That’s correct. The fire 
brought in much-needed 
energy to start large-scale 
industry and fuelled massive 
expansion of lunar colonies. 
It also broke the dependence 
on fossil fuels imported from 
earth. Pranic energy became 
the new energy currency, 
something that you can now 
see everywhere, from your 
wristwatch to the pranatronic engines driving our rocket. 
Then, at the Great Gyrotronic Gathering at Mt. Himanshu, 
1008 adepts were successful in imparting a rotational kick to 
the central ‘samana’ energy of the planet, thereby causing 
it to start revolving around its axis every twenty-four hours. 
Thus began the lunar day and night.” 

“Then with the awakening of anahata, the chakra of 
the air element, the planet finally got its own atmosphere, 
freeing its citizens from the confines of hermetically-sealed 
colonies,” continued Chandra, himself a fourth-level adept. 
“Life at Luna was finally akin to that of Gaia, the earth. 
People followed similar calendars, festivals and traditions, 
albeit with minor modifications. The lunar month was 
replaced by the earth month of similar duration. Of course, 
now the old poornima, full moon, corresponded to the new 
amavasya, 1.e. new earth and vice versa, but fixing it was no 
big deal.” 

“One science that could not be fixed so easily was 
astrology, the problem being where to place the moon in 
the chart of someone born on Moon itself. No wonder an 
astrologer is as rare on Moon as the air here not long ago!” 

“The elite Kundalini Academy was established around 
this time to further hasten the energy evolution. While 
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efforts were underway at the planet to raise the energy to the 
fifth level of vishuddhi, the catastrophe happened. No one 
knows for sure what happened, except that it coincided with 
a massive solar storm that disrupted telecommunications on 
Moon for many months.” 

"When the effects of the storm subsided, earthbound 
communication was restarted, but no answer ever came 
back. A manned mission was hurriedly assembled to travel 
to earth and investigate, but the then protector-general, 
fearing the worst, called off the mission in the interest of the 
crew's safety. Furthermore, all travel to earth was banned. 
The argument being that since the lunar race was no 
longer dependent on earth and had a mission of its own to 
accomplish, it was imprudent to sacrifice its own interests for 
what seemed like a lost cause. Many questioned the wisdom 
of this decision and tried to arrange help for the earth in 
distress, but the government decision prevailed nonetheless.” 

“This act of selfishness indicated that the heart of the 
planet had not fully blossomed yet; that the lunar race was 
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not yet ready to go beyond the fourth level, the level of the 
heart. Our founding father, Swami Satyananda, had laid 
great emphasis upon the opening of the heart, and isn't 
it ironical — that's where we got stuck! Indeed, the whole 
episode is now looked upon as a curse, a knot that blocks our 
further evolution. And that is why, at every mention of the 
Catastrophe, we make the sign of the hexagram, the symbol 
of the heart chakra, as an act of penitence.” 

“Vishuddhi is the chakra of the space element, the 
chakra responsible for communication, and since we, in 
our selfish ignorance, deliberately chose to close the doors 
of communication with our mother planet, our very roots, 
so does the chakra verily refuse to blossom in our psyche. 
No wonder then that, despite the Herculean efforts of 
the luminaries of the lunar race in the last 108 years, 
no progress has been made in advancing the kundalini 
energy whatsoever. We seem to have hit an insurmountable 
wall. It is only due to the courage and foresight of the 
present protector-general that the mistake of the past is 
being corrected now. This is the real mission of Kham, 
Swami Shashishakti, the quest for the fifth element, and 
we, the representatives of the Saraswati order, have been 
chosen because of our pivotal place and role in the lunar 
civilization,” concluded Chandra. 

All three remained silent for what seemed like an eternity. 
What could have been the tragedy that befell earth and its 
billions of inhabitants? Kham was fast approaching earth. 
Somehow the earthlings no longer felt like long-forgotten 
ancestors, rather like their very own brothers and sisters . . . 

“Preparing to enter geo-synchronous orbit at an altitude 
of 36,000 kilometres,” announced Somavatsam. “As per our 
flight plan, we will send down probes to check the conditions 
down there and stay in this orbit till we get the results, right 
Commander?” 

“Correct.” 

Yet a few moments later, Chandra abruptly activated his 
throttle. “Change of plan, Vatsam. I'll take the controls from 
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here, you can enjoy the scenery from the porthole as we 
approach ground zero.” 

“Whoa! Wait a second. That's dead against the safety 
rules. We can't descend without checking what it is like down 
there. For all we know, the place might be seething with 
radioactivity from the remnants of the nuclear explosion 
that the earthlings blew themselves up with,” interjected 
Somavatsam. 

"Your advice is nice, Vatsam, but it stands overruled, by 
the mission commander” said Chandra, emphasizing the last 
couple of words. “I’m getting a strong inner inspiration and 
PII follow my heart in this matter.” 

Under the expert control of Chandra, Kham entered the 
earth's atmosphere at a speed and angle that maximized 
aerodynamic braking. The retro-rockets reduced the speed 
further until the shuttle was skimming just a little below 
ultrasonic speed over a thick blanket of white cumulus 
clouds. 

“Do you have any idea of where we are and where we are 
headed?” asked the co-pilot, still peeved at having had to 
relinquish controls rather unceremoniously. 
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“Just shut up and watch, kiddo” said Chandra, punching 
a few coordinates into his flight computer. 

In a few minutes, Kham broke through the cloud cover. 
Shashi and Soma gasped aloud at the sight that emerged 
from the foggy exterior. Swaths of green stretched towards 
the horizon on all sides, with streaks of blue cutting them up 
like shards of lightning. The bright azure sky covered earth 
like a giant superdome. Chandra began to converge on one 
of the bigger streaks of blue. 

The streak of blue turned out to be a river, and the 
patches of green, lush paddy fields. Soon huts were visible 
too and lo! humans as well! Chandrashekhar picked a spot 
on a small hillock overlooking a bend in the river to land his 
spacecraft. A small but wildly gesticulating crowd had soon 
gathered at the sight of the UFO landing. 

Chandra casually toyed with a coin. “Heads, we'll be 
deified as gods from another planet. Tails, we'll be lynched 
as demons. Take your pick.” However his flick did not 
produce anything, the coin just remained glued to his hand! 

“Gravity, ha ha! It totally skipped my mind. Lighten up 
your bodies with the air element, folks, otherwise you'll be 
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crawling like beached whales in the sixfold gravity of the 
earth.” 

Swami Chandrashekhar was the first to step out of 
the shuttle. Giving a thumbs-up sign, he shouted aloud a 
greeting in Serenish, his mother tongue, only to be greeted 
with yells and a hail of stones. He beat a hasty retreat into 
the safety of the shuttle. “Tails it must have been,” he 
muttered under his breath. Successive attempts with different 
sets of hand and facial gestures and different languages 
produced similar results with increasing intensity. 

“T suggest we drop the idea, Commander. We've achieved 
what we set out to do. We have found that humans are 
still alive and kicking on this planet, Catastrophe or no 
Catastrophe. Let us leave while we still can and leave the job 
of establishing communications with these wild earthlings to 
the experts,” said Somavatsam. 

“Wait! I’ve an idea,” interjected Shashi who had been 
intently watching the unfolding drama, “Commander, do 
you see that man with the long tuft at the back of his head? 
Can you engage the others for just a teenie-weenie bit, while 
I try to get in a word edgeways with him?” 
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“But what will you say to him? Besides. . . 
Chandrashekhar. 

“Aw, come on! You want to communicate with these 
people just as badly as I do. Give me one chance. 
Communications specialist that I am, I’ve certain skills I can 
put to good use,” pleaded Shashi. 

“Okay, but first sign of danger and we call it quits. Deal?” 

“Deal.” 

Both stepped out of the shuttle. Shashishakti shouted 
aloud to the man with the tuft. Immediately he was all ears 
and silenced the crowd with a loud command. Soon the two 
were engaged in animated conversation. After a while, the 
discussion ended and the man walked away with a friendly 
wave of his hand. The crowd quickly dispersed and the two 
astronauts got back in. 

“So what did you ask and what did he reply?” blurted 
Chandra as soon as they were inside. 

Shashi was now the centre of attention and she was 
obviously enjoying it. “I got straight to the point and asked 
him about the Catastrophe,” said Shashi, making the sign 
of the hexagram with exaggerated slowness, as if she were 
doing it for the last time. 

“And what did he say?” Neither of the pilots could 
contain their curiosity. 

“Oh! It was no big deal. They just ran out of gas!” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Okay, okay, I won't be so cryptic,” laughed Shashi, “As 
we had suspected, it all started with the massive solar storm 
of AC 0. Earth suffered much more than us. For one, the 
Van Allen radiation belts in the earth’s ionosphere were 
knocked zonkers, totally disrupting long-distance radio wave 
communications. There were major electrical outages and 
fires all over the world causing a collapse of the entire power 
grid.” 

“The energy crisis, coupled with an unusually cold winter 
in the northern hemisphere, put extreme pressure on the 
already dwindling oil and coal resources of the planet. The 
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excessive usage and the short-sighted management resulted 
in the oil and coal reserves drying up almost overnight. With 
no other viable power source available and the looming 
threat of rampant anarchy in a panicky population, all earth 
nations got under a single umbrella and declared a state of 
global emergency. All non-essential energy consumption was 
outlawed. Vehicles, industries, ships, railways, computers, 
communications devices — all came to a grinding halt. Cities 
were emptied and people were coerced into frugal, rural 
modes of living. Massive military presence ensured swift and 
total compliance. Within a few months, the face of earth had 
completely changed.” 

“But how on moon did you communicate with this tuft- 
headed dude? What made you single him out in the first 
place?” Somavatsam chipped in. 

“Elementary, my dear Vatsam. From the dress and 
features of these people I deduced that they were from 
the land known as India by the ancients. The tuft on the 
man's head and other marks on his body reminded me of a 
hologram of an Indian priest that I had seen in my Ancient 
Indian Legends coursebook. Sanskrit is one language 
that can never die in the land of India, and it being the 
language of the priestly class, I put two and two together 
and addressed him using the pidgin Sanskrit I learnt in 
my Ancient Languages course. And eureka! It worked,” 
concluded Shashi, and then added, “By the way, the 
earthlings liked their close-to-nature lifestyle so much that 
they never tried to revert back to their old civilization, even 
after the effects of the storm had worn off.” 

“Crazy earthlings,” muttered Soma. 

“That’s interesting, for he used a similar term to describe 
us. Lunatics — yes, that’s what he called us,” said Shashi, “And 
by the way, he seemed to know all about us lunatics, which 
is surprising, considering there hasn’t been any contact 
between the two planets for the last 108 years. Oh, and he 
also mentioned that this is the very place where it all began, 
a little town by the side of the river Ganga. What a grand 
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coincidence, to land right at the birthplace of the lunar 
dream! I forget the name though. I think it started with an 
M and rhymed with air...” 

“Was it Munger by any chance?” asked Chandra, casually 
looking over his shoulder. He was now engrossed in the 
signal task of sending the news of success back to Mother 
Moon. 

“Yeah! That's right. How did you know that?” asked 
Shashi. 

Chandra didn’t answer. The task at hand was much more 
important. 

“T see it all now!” exclaimed Soma suddenly, “We didn’t 
land here by accident. You knew about this place all along, 
and for some reason felt that the answer would be found 
here, if any place. That’s why you steered Kham right here. 
Beats me how you knew about this place though.” 

“Tm a graduate of the Kundalini Academy, I know many 
things,” muttered Chandra, “not to mention the fact that 
this place, Munger, is the erstwhile seat of our paramgurus, 
Swami Satyananda and Swami Niranjanananda.” He let the 
last statement hang in the air as he remained glued to his 
screen. Finally, he turned away from his communication 
console and faced his crewmates. A big smile had broken 
across his normally gaunt face. 
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“Advanced fourth-level adepts at the Kundalini Academy 
have just reported the first faint stirrings of awakening in 
the planet's vishuddhi centre! At last, the catastrophic knot 
is beginning to dissolve. The protector-general sends his 
heartiest felicitations on the success of our mission. He is 
organizing a massive follow-up expedition to rebuild trade and 
contact with the mother planet and he has requested us to stay 
on as his personal ambassadors till then. What do you say?” 

“Ambassadors? Wow! Never in my wildest dreams did 
I imagine that I would end up in the diplomatic corps! 
Wouldn't mind staying on and exploring this place though,” 
admitted Shashi with a big smile. 

“And I wouldn't mind taking a dip in the river yonder. 
Wonder if the waters here have the same buoyancy as on 
Moon,” said Soma, already getting out of his rather unwieldy 
spacesuit. 

“Be careful when you dive into the river, Soma. 
Swimming might be effortless in the reduced gravity of 
Moon, not so here. The Ganga might be capable of elevating 
your soul, but the same cannot be said about her attitude 
towards your bulky physical frame,” joked Chandra. 

And the three laughing swamis stepped out into the 
welcoming warmth of a bright, sunlit earth .. . 
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Location of the Satyananda Yoga Ashram, Sea of Serenity, The Moon. 
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